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that was the last date fixed after many postponements, but they had no intention of fulfilling their pledge, for they secretly despised the Japanese and never believed they would fight on such a question. However, we had formed a very different opinion in Peking, based on what we had seen there.
The Japanese and Russian Legations flanked the main canal of Peking on opposite sides of the stream. Each had a strong guard of soldiers, for hardly two years had elapsed since the Boxer rising. Every evening at sundown as we walked along the canal bank, which was one of the few possible walks in the Chinese capital, we were struck by hearing from the Russian side their beautiful evening prayer, sung by the troops in unison. From the Japanese side came only frantic shrieks of "banzai." The little yellow troops were preparing for battle while the Russians prayed, and Walter would turn to me and say: *" The Russians are sleeping on the edge of a volcano; they are deliberately adopting an ostrich policy of not seeing more than they wish to."
We used to dance a lot in Peking in the various European Legations, and I remember observing to one of the Russian secretaries that the time was getting short for their evacuation of Manchuria. " The i8th of November is not far off! " I remarked. "Oh, we shan't evacuate," he said; "that's all bluff!" " But," I argued, shocked at his flippancy, " Russia has pledged her word of honour ! " We were speaking in French, and his answer has always remained in my mind. " Madame, la Russie n'a pas de parole d'honneur, et n'en a pas besoin ! " And, of course, he was quite right; the date came and passed, and still no evacuation occurred, and to all122                   ' INDISCRETIONS'
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